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	1. Prologue: A New Quest

**Disclaimers:** All canon material from _The Lord of the Rings_ trilogy belongs to J.R.R. Tolkien. All other canon material belongs to their respected owners. I only own this story, its plot, and OCs and ICs that enter this story.

**Chapter Summary:** The barrier between worlds and realms is open. And has been opened for a long time. But time knows no bounds. For Frodo Baggins, the barrier between worlds only means that his wife and daughter are still alive, but separated from one another. The One Ring and Gollum's curse on the Baggins' family has only hindered Frodo's chance to have a family again. Now on a desperate search to find his wife and daughter, Frodo must rely on others' to aide him. But how far is he willing to go to see his family?

*.*.*

I've been thinking and planning on this kind of story for a long while. I think this idea came about when I read/skimmed over a story involving Frodo with his daughter, but she was lost to him. Of course, I haven't read many fanfics with the next generation. So, while the theme is cliché (canon characters with their descendants), this story will be unique in its own way. I just want to see where this story goes because it is an interesting idea, and my first time writing with the cliché.

What I ask from you, readers, is to please give this story a chance. It may turn out for the better. Also, the "Star Wars: The Force Awakens" soundtrack helped give me inspiration to write this piece. With that said, let's get started. :)

*.*.*

**Prologue:**

**A New Quest**

_There are many worlds and many realms. Scattered and divided amongst themselves. They always seek one another. But as the law of the worlds clearly state, each realm has its own unique history, its own lineages. How the worlds connect is by means of portals, but not all the portals are obvious to find. Some are hidden through barriers, invisible or not. And yet, an unexpected journey will bring about division or union, depending on the lens displayed…_

-.-.-

Frodo Baggins sat comfortably on the pine bench, which rested just outside Bag End. He heaved a perplexed sigh. It was time to leave the Shire for the Grey Havens. He needed healing, and it would be nice to see and visit his uncle, Bilbo Baggins, once again. He and his uncle had been through a lot, but he felt so changed.

He was not the same hobbit who left Bag End. He was not the same when the quest to destroy the One Ring was over. He was changed, and his efforts only resulted in him losing so much. But to lose his home in Middle-earth… no. He wouldn't think that way. He was himself and there were people who cared about him. That was enough. It was all he needed…

"Frodo," said a feminine voice. He turned and looked up at the curly-haired hobbit woman. It was Rosie, Samwise Gamgee's wife. She was concerned about him.

"What is it, Rosie?" he asked, hoping to get a response from her.

"Frodo," she said, sitting on the bench next to him, "does he know?"

"I thought this was put to rest. I told you what happened, didn't I?" Frodo inquired. He sighed long and deep. "I lost them both. They might not come back."

"I'm sure they will," she insisted. "Frodo, you can't lose hope."

"What hope? Ever since I met her, it's been nothing but a roller coaster." He paused. "I'll head back to the Grey Havens, return to Valinor if I must. I'm nearly healed, but… they gave me so much life." He choked on the next words, "My wife and my daughter." He looked at Rosie then and there. "Do you think they'll come back? Do you think they know?"

"We must not lose hope," Rosie answered. "They'll find you or you'll find them. If you say you're healed, then I'm sure we can look for a way to…"

"Something happened in the timeline, Rosie. We're trapped in this moment of time, while my wife and daughter live out their lives." Frodo looked down at his feet. "I miss them. Will they return? Will they find me?"

"You might want to ask Gandalf. He's one of the Istari, isn't he? I'm sure he can let you know." Rosie stood up and headed for the green door. She stopped and asked Frodo, "Frodo, you weren't planning on heading back to Valinor just yet, were you?"

Frodo chuckled. "I might, but this new mission… I want to find them. The last time I spoke to my wife… it's too painful to say here." His brow furrowed, confusion coursing through his veins. "All I know is that my family is separated. I know where my wife is, but… I'm not sure she wants to see me. Not after the last time I…"

"She'll find you, or you'll find her." Rosie said last, "Look, I'm going to make lunch. If you want to join me. It'll give you something to do."

"I'd like that. Sam is glad to have you in his life," he added.

"Come on." Rosie gestured towards the door.

Frodo sprang from the bench, straight towards the green door. In his haste, he opened the door for Rosie. However, he winced in pain once again, forcing him to collapse against the door. The wraith wound stung him. It was as if the Nazgul had resurfaced. His hands were clammy, while his forehead teetered with sweat.

The next moment he awoke, he found himself in bed, with the sheets covering himself. Carefully, he checked his shoulder. The wound was healed, but there were small amounts of pain in the same area. The wound was almost fully healed. His gaze fell on the elves, who were present in the room. Wait… where was he? Maybe he should… a hand grabbed his arm, allowing him to sink under the covers again.

"You need to rest," said one of the elven healers.

"Where am I?" Frodo asked, quite confused. He remembered, "No. I was helping Sam prepare for…"

"Frodo, you need to rest," Elrond declared. Frodo remembered the dark-haired elven lord from his last visit in Valinor. This was different.

"What happened to Sam?" Frodo asked, confused.

"Sam is fine," said Celebrían, a silver-haired elven woman who was Elrond's wife. "You're in Valinor, if you're curious."

"Valinor?" Frodo rested his head on the pillow. He asked next, "How long will it take to heal my wounds, or will they be…"

"Your wounds are healing," Celebrían told him, calmly. "They need time."

"As you will need time to heal," Elrond answered.

"Time? What about my family?" Frodo exclaimed. "They're still out there." He shook his head, determination lit up in his eyes. "I need to find out what happened to them: my wife and daughter. Surely, there's a way to…"

"Frodo, even you couldn't ask for…" Celebrían was cut off by Frodo's plea:

"Please, I need to know what happened to them." He spoke, calming down at least for a little while. "Look, I am well aware of the time change, world jumping… all of that mess. I know it's not something we're used to, but I need to know what happened to them, their fates." Frodo asked, politely, "Please. All I ask is to see my wife and daughter." Was he pleading too much? No, he needed to find them. He wouldn't give up on them for anything.

"Frodo, you're not well enough to travel," Elrond told him. "Why not wait a few more days and see where we are then."

"For now, you need to rest." Celebrían added, "What would your wife and daughter think, if they saw you ill."

Frodo heaved in another sigh. He had it coming. Maybe rest was what he needed. Tucking himself under the covers, he smelled sweat coming off of his clothes. It was unbearable, and yet his mind at last found peace. The next second he woke up, he was washed and wearing a fresh white nightgown. He looked about the grand chamber with elvish inscription and décor along the walls. No one else was in the room. It was just him, or so it was for several seconds.

He jumped back against the wood frame, upon seeing a furry creature looking right at him, bellowing a few grunts. The creature rested against the wall, near the door, but it was the sight of the creature that set him on edge. Next to the furry brown creature was a man with graying hair. But it was the weapon the man carried that made Frodo realize he came from another time or another world not his own.

"Relax," the man said, "Chewie won't hurt you, unless you give him reason to."

"Then I won't," Frodo answered. "Who are you?"

"Han Solo and this is Chewbacca," Han introduced himself. "Chewie's a Wookie and co-pilot of the Millennium Falcon. My ship."

"Your ship?" Frodo asked. Already, an idea sprang forth. "Do you accept passengers?"

"Where do you need to go?" Han asked, curious.

"Anywhere," the gentle-hobbit answered. "I just… need to find my family, find out their fates, what happened to them. That's all I ask." He looked up at Han, who looked like he had seen a ghost. "What is it?"

"I'll take you as far as the Four Lands. But that's it," was all Han had to say on the matter. Frodo wasn't finished.

"Did I say something wrong?" He asked.

"Listen, I understand you're a big deal and all…" Han was stopped by Chewie's grunt. "What are you talking about? We only go as far as the Four Lands." Chewie grunted again, much to Han's chagrin. "I'm not responsible… okay, fine. He comes with us."

"Thank you." Frodo smiled, nodding in appreciation. "You said the Four Lands. What dangers are there?"

"If only you knew," the man answered. "Get dressed and meet me on the beach. We'll go from there."

"How did you get here?" the gentle-hobbit asked, curious and confused.

"That's a story for another time," Han said last, heading out of the room. But not before telling Chewbacca, "Come on, Chewie." Unsure what to do, Chewie left the room, leaving Frodo alone to his tasks.

Moving slowly out of bed, Frodo waited until he was good and ready before going to the bathroom. Minutes passed before he changed into his white dress shirt, blue breeches, blue vest and jacket, complete with deep brown straps.

Once he finished, he darted outside the hobbit house, only to discover a large disc-like ship parked on the shoreline. The ship looked grand, but also rusty. The way it was built, it looked like the only part of the land that was elegant but ancient. It stood out against the majestic landscape. At least it wasn't hard to spot.

Feeling more like his tween self, Frodo moved across the landscape. Eventually, he reached the ship, only to find Han and Chewie already preparing to board. He joined them soon enough, asking the two, "Is this your ship?"

"That she is," Han replied. "She's a fine vessel. She can take you anywhere you like."

"What's in the Four Lands?" Frodo asked, curious.

"A lot of danger. But it isn't safe for hobbits," he said, curtly.

"What is safe for hobbits? I saved the Shire, but in the end it wasn't enough. Not for me." Frodo inquired. "I'd be willing to travel to the Four Lands. Maybe I'll meet my kin there."

"That's good. Then I know just where to drop you off at. Have you heard of Shady Vale?" Han asked this time.

"No… well, my wife introduced me to Shannara," he admitted. He recovered, saying, "It's just something I remember." He said, "Look, I need to find my wife and daughter. I'll do whatever it takes to get back to them." He stopped upon hearing Chewie bellow a low grunt. He returned his gaze to Han, saying, "Can you help me?"

"Yes. Let's get inside and we'll see about getting you to the Four Lands," Han said last, ending the conversation.

Taking heed to what was said, Frodo followed the man and the Wookie inside the disc-shaped grey ship. The interior looked very futuristic, but like the exterior it certainly needed a good cleaning. He momentarily looked about the ship, before chasing after the pilot and co-pilot to the cockpit. The moment he reached the cockpit, Frodo sat down on one of the chairs, behind Chewie. They did not stay long, for Frodo watched as Han and Chewie piloted the ship – it was called the Millennium Falcon, wasn't it? – off the ground and into the skies above.

Frodo hoped that Eru Ilúvatar was fine with his decision. For he knew his search to find his wife and his daughter was the very thought that wouldn't leave. Nor was he ready to come back home until he completed his task. Only the road ahead would not be easy, but it was what mattered most to him, at least he hoped his new quest would be complete this time around. At least, he hoped it would be finished. There was so much to do. He wouldn't fail them, not for anything. That's how he saw it. He hoped he was right, that his wife and daughter needed him.

But how far was he willing to go to complete his task? He would wait and see for what came next. For now, he was leaving Valinor once again on a quest he knew so little about. Would he succeed or would he fail? That remained to be seen. But at least he would have hope, and hope was what he sorely needed right now. He already knew he had hope. He would not give up on them, not for anything. And that was what mattered most. That was all he needed.

*.*.*

_Chapter 1 Teaser:_

Rosemary Blain knew only one thing: how to be an independent thinker. That's what it took to be herself in society, and society liked her for who she was, not who she used to be. She liked being called Rose for short, as that was what everyone called her. She didn't know who her father was, except for a memory. But that memory was small and hardly showed her the truth.

Who were her parents? Did they know she existed? Would she forgive them for abandoning her in the manner they did?

What she did like watching and reading was The Lord of the Rings. It was her favorite trilogy, and yet it also felt close to her heart. Frodo Baggins seemed very familiar to her as well. Why did she feel like he was a father to her? And where was her mother? She wasn't in the books.

Just Frodo.

*.*.*

**Thanks for reading. :) More is to come…**


	2. 1: Rosemary

**Disclaimers:** All canon material from _The Lord of the Rings _trilogy belongs to J.R.R. Tolkien. All other canon material belongs to their respected owners. I only own this story, its plot, and OCs and ICs that enter this story.

**Chapter Summary:** After work, Rosemary Blain bumps into a man named Bane, who claims he is half wolf and knows about her parents. Wondering whether or not she should trust the half wolf, Rose ends up thrust into the Nine Kingdoms, where the journey to find her parents has only just begun.

*.*.*

Okay, so the first two chapters, when I wrote this chapter and the Prologue, I was out of it. So, I guess this proves they turned out well. And for the Prologue, and how the story will turn out, this is before "Star Wars: The Force Awakens", so for those who have watched all six films in the Star Wars anthology, you won't be missing much. Okay, let's go. :)

*.*.*

**1:**

**Rosemary**

Rosemary Blain knew only one thing: how to be an independent thinker. That's what it took to be herself in society, and society liked her for who she was, not who she used to be. She liked being called Rose for short, as that was what everyone called her. She didn't know who her father was, except for a memory. But that memory was small and hardly showed her the truth.

Who were her parents? Did they know she existed? Would she forgive them for abandoning her in the manner they did?

What she did like watching and reading was The Lord of the Rings. It was her favorite trilogy, and yet it also felt close to her heart. Frodo Baggins seemed very familiar to her as well. Why did she feel like he was a father to her? And where was her mother? She wasn't in the books.

Just Frodo.

If only she knew more about him. What kind of a hobbit he was, then…

"Rose!" called a familiar voice. Rose spun around, her amber hair falling along the back of her crimson-blue shirt. The voice belonged to a woman with her blonde hair tied back into a bun. "Is the order ready?"

Rose nearly dropped the crystal glass she was carrying. The glass dropped either way, smashing into several tiny pieces. She felt so embarrassed. Remembering what to do, she grabbed a broom and a dust pan, before sweeping the broken glass and putting it in a waste bin. Normally, she wasn't so clumsy, now that she was older, but being distracted by her own thoughts certainly brought back her clumsiness… if only for a little while.

"Rose!" It was her boss calling. But why, oh why, did she Rosemary Blain, end up being the janitor of the local restaurant. Her boss called her again, gruffly, "When you've finished cleaning up that glass, there's some counters that need cleaning! Now step to it, or I'll have you fired before your next paycheck."

Rose snarled on the inside. It wasn't the first threat she received from her boss. "I'm on it." She didn't want to upset her boss. She wasn't the sort of girl to do that to just anyone. She whispered to herself, "Hang in there."

To be honest, Rose was curious about this job, solely for the purpose of getting to a higher paying job. Her career: well, she really was curious in dancing and music. Somewhere along those two lines. But now, she busied herself with cleaning up the glass she let slip out of her hands. The task didn't take long, but after dumping the broken glass into an empty waste bin, being a janitor only had the perk of cleaning up after oneself.

Rose had expected better, and yet here she was: cleaning up and making sure the restaurant was nice and tidy. She wasn't surprised, just astonished. No longer interested in everyone else's conversations, she continued her rounds. This surface was dusted, this surface needed more waxing, this floor needed waxing, the beds needed to be washed and changed… no, she knew what her job was, but changing the bedding may have been overkill in a restaurant.

Thankful when her shift was done for the day, Rose grabbed her jacket and left the restaurant. More pleased than anxious, she was determined to return home, before the sun set in the sky. She did not want to wander during the night. But when she returned her gaze to the present moment, she noticed how slowly she had been walking. Night was already on the horizon. The sun was almost gone from the sky. No, she couldn't be out here at this hour… not like…

"Ompfh!" Rose grunted, as she crashed on the cement sidewalk. She had run into somebody, but who… who was that man with the short, brown hair and donned with a beard? He was wearing a red tunic, a belt slung around his shoulder with a sword sheathed at the end, and brown trousers. Given the look on the man's face, he certainly was a handful. Could she trust him?

The man extended a hand to her. "Oh, I'm am so sorry. Forgive me, but ladies such as you should not be wandering about at this hour." Not sure if she could trust the man, Rose took his hand, but there was a cautious look in her eyes. "You don't trust me."

"I'm fine," Rose answered.

"No. You're wandering about at night, in a park you don't remember, with me as your faithful friend and guide." The man with the scruffy brown beard said in excitement. He introduced himself, much to her chagrin, "My name is Bane, son of Wolf and Virginia Lewis."

"I'm… sorry?" Rose asked, confused. "Like the 10th Kingdom?"

"Yes, exactly. Although that was years ago since it came out," Bane answered. "Listen, let me walk you home. Damsels like yourself shouldn't be out so late…" He was cut off when Rose slugged him. She didn't want to be near him, and yet… she stopped mid-step. Should she trust him? She didn't know what her parents thought about any of this. She looked back at Bane, who was in the middle of wincing.

"Maybe you are telling the truth," Rose said, curtly.

"You know, even a wolf can sense the need to be in a pack." Bane looked at her, asking promptly, "And I know… I know you're on a mission of your own, or are about to start one."

"You said you're a wolf."

"That's right. I'm half wolf."

"Can you help me find my parents?"

"Do what?"

"My parents. I know they're out there somewhere," Rose inquired.

"Yes, I know who you're talking about," Bane said, taking a few deep breaths. "I know where to find them."

"Do you think I can speak with my mom first?" Rose asked, curious.

"Use this." Bane handed to her a pocket mirror. He warned her, "You may not like what it shows you."

Rose took the pocket mirror from his hands. The gold frame was certainly new to her. Realization dawned on her, when she asked the mirror: "Mirror, mirror, in my hand, Show me my mother whose somewhere across the land."

The mirror revealed a moving image of a woman with brown hair. The woman looked like she'd been through toil and trouble. However, the woman only looked momentarily at her, but it was as if she were looking at a ghost. What had happened to her mother? It was as if she had lost so much. There weren't any words, not after Bane took the mirror from Rose's hands. Rose's mother looked as though she were stuck, with hardly anyone to guide her.

"I'm sorry," Bane admitted, "I'm sure you'll see your mother again someday."

"What happened to her?" Rose asked.

"That's for another time." The half-wolf asked her, "For now, we must hurry. Your journey is about to begin."

"And my father?" she asked further. A foreboding silence struck them, causing her to ask, "Bane, do you know what happened to him?"

"We need to hurry," Bane took her hand, but Rose jerked away. He asked, alarmed and confused, "What? What did I do?" There was a pause. Should Rose trust Bane? He knew about her parents, even before she had the chance to tell him. Or… he answered, breaking the silence, "Do you want my help or not? Your family will be united."

"How do you know?" Rosie asked, curious.

"Because it took me years before my parents told me that the Nine Kingdoms exist," Bane answered. He patted Rose's shoulder, encouraging her, "I know this all seems strange and surreal, but don't you want this? Don't you want adventures?"

Rose nodded, giddily, "I do want that."

"Then let's go." Bane extended his hand a second time. "Come with me. I know where the portal is." He smiled. "There is so much for you to see."

This was the moment Rosie had been waiting for. All this time, and the adventure had only just begun. Should she follow her heart? Should she trust him? This did sound far-fetched, and yet… she took his hand. Rose didn't expect Bane to run across the park, right in front of a mirror-like portal.

Bane stopped in front of the portal, allowing Rose to pass. Rose nodded and looked at the portal. She shouldn't be afraid of adventures, but this was it. Checking herself once last time, she stepped into the portal. She couldn't look back, only forward. Her body returned as she left the portal. She was in a palace with red carpets, rugs and white walls. She looked behind as Bane joined her.

No way. Where was she?

"Where are we?" Rose asked, quite confused.

"We're in the Fourth Kingdom. Welcome to the House of White's palace," Bane said, making his introduction known. "Now, I think it's time we found you a bed. Don't you think?"

"Yes, but I…" Rosie was cut off once again by Bane, who took her by the hand and through the halls of the palace. She didn't like being touched, but coming to a place that she thought existed in a movie and book… well, maybe it was real. She could accept that fact and move on.

But that still didn't answer where her parents were, or what they were doing. She hoped they were fine. But… just what was going on with her mother? And where was her father when she needed him? Maybe they were looking for her, too.

She didn't know. That's as much as she could explain of the current state of things.

*.*.*

_Chapter 2 Teaser:_

In all honesty, Ebony Fisher hadn't planned on returning home with a damaged mentality. At least, that was her opinion of the situation. She did want to go home, to be with her family and friends. So much had happened. She didn't know if her son or daughter was alive… well, said son or daughter was also Frodo Baggins' child.

Maybe she was thinking too much of her current station. She missed Frodo and hoped he would return someday, or find her in the very least.

There was hardly any sense in this. She knew she had seen Frodo Baggins once so far. But just what was happening that she wasn't aware of? Did Frodo remember her? Did he care? Of course he did care. But why then must she wait for him to come and find her?

There was a lot that needed to be said. It was a lot to ask a person, let alone her favorite hobbit from _The Lord of the Rings_ trilogy. What did she know about him? No, really.

*.*.*

**I'm trying to keep Rose as realistic as possible. But it isn't easy. No, it's difficult. Thanks for reading. :)**


	3. 2: Mental Recovery

**Disclaimers:** All canon material from _The Lord of the Rings_ trilogy belongs to J.R.R. Tolkien. All other canon material belongs to their respected owners. I only own this story, its plot, and OCs and ICs that enter this story.

**Chapter Summary:** Returning home, Ebony Fisher ponders over whether what happened to her was a dream or was real. She even goes as far as thinking about Frodo Baggins and their long-lost child. But is there still hope that she will be reunited with Frodo and their child?

*.*.*

This is a short chapter because I couldn't find a way to make it longer.

*.*.*

**2:**

**Mental Recovery**

In all honesty, Ebony Fisher hadn't planned on returning home with a damaged mentality. At least, that was her opinion of the situation. She did want to go home, to be with her family and friends. So much had happened. She didn't know if her son or daughter was alive… well, said son or daughter was also Frodo Baggins' child.

Maybe she was thinking too much of her current station. She missed Frodo and hoped he would return someday, or find her in the very least.

There was hardly any sense in this. She knew she had seen Frodo Baggins once so far. But just what was happening that she wasn't aware of? Did Frodo remember her? Did he care? Of course he did care. But why then must she wait for him to come and find her?

There was a lot that needed to be said. It was a lot to ask a person, let alone her favorite hobbit from _The Lord of the Rings_ trilogy. What did she know about him? No, really.

And yet, she was home again and with her family. She was home and back to her writing. But what she was really interested in was watching a movie to pass the time. She strayed too far into reality, but maybe that's what mattered.

As she watched the movie she wanted to see in so long – "Pride and Prejudice" – thoughts crept through her mind: would she find love again? That was the question of the day. She paused the movie the second her parents returned from their errands. But then so did her younger sister Eleanor and her youngest brother Malcolm. Ebony was in her mid-twenties, with curly-straight brown hair and a face that couldn't be forgotten.

"Eb, why don't you play something else?" Eleanor announced. Ebony was surprised and nearly frustrated at her younger sister's barging into her room.

"I'm watching Pride and Prejudice," Ebony said, trying to keep a cool, calm complexion. "Why do you ask?"

"Soon you'll have a job!" Eleanor teased. "Isn't that what's more important right now?"

"I thought you were a fantasy geek," she accused.

"I am, but you should be focused on reality," her sister said.

"It's not that simple," Ebony replied, choking back the thought.

"Why not? It's not that hard," Eleanor answered.

"Thank you, sis," Ebony said, ending the conversation there. But not before she added, "Oh, let me watch the movie."

"All right, but you know what Mama and Papa said about you watching too many movies," Eleanor warned. Ebony looked back at her, only to see her skipping out of her room.

For a moment, Ebony thought about chasing after her sister. No, she shouldn't do that. Eleanor was in her teen years, still carefree and everything. She didn't understand the situation. But did everyone know what had happened? There were weeks missing that Ebony didn't recall what happened or whether there had been gossip. Those were moments lost. She couldn't stop thinking about what had happened. How would Frodo react when he saw her? Was she prepared for what was to come?

She needed to do good deeds again. But then, why did she think about the past? She didn't want to be the bad mother of her long-lost child. She wanted to be the good mother, to do the right thing…

Realizing the movie was over, and it was getting late, Ebony washed up and got ready for bed. However, when she rested her head on the pillow, she fell into a chasm of a vivid dream. The dream looked so realistic:

_Ebony was walking down the hallway of the hospital. She stopped at her room and peered inside. It looked so dark, so bleak._

_A baby's cry sounded. First the cry was faint, but then it grew. The baby screamed and wailed for his or her mother. She turned to the bed, her bed, only to see it blood-stained. There she was, lying on the bed. And there was Frodo, right next to her._

_Frodo was haunted by what had happened. He turned to her now, looking at her as if she were a ghost. He shook his head, but out from the grief came the truth: "Ebony, let me help you. You need to trust me. Follow the right path."_

"_I don't know what is the right path. It's all so… so…" She heard herself cry out._

"_Follow the right path, Ebony," Frodo spoke to her, firmer but also polite. "Let me help you."_

"_NO! No… no…" she drifted into the blackness, until…_

Ebony awoke in a shaken state of mind. The dream was so real. And yet she couldn't remember feeling this way. Was Frodo asking to help her? Maybe not all was lost. Maybe what she needed was God. She needed to follow the right path. If only Frodo was with her now. He could tell her, guide her was more like it, on the right path. Only how was she to cope, when Frodo wasn't… maybe he was still with her.

She needed to do good deeds, starting today. Although, she couldn't help but wonder what was going on with Frodo and their child…

*.*.*

_Chapter 3 Teaser:_

Frodo sat in the chair behind the co-pilot's chair. He didn't want to abandon his post. There had to be a way to see his wife and daughter. He understood the situation. He just wished his wife would seek out the truth. He hoped she was well, and would listen to him. She'd done good deeds before. Surely, she could find the right path. She couldn't go on alone, not without his help and that of the Valar…

"We're here," Han said. Frodo looked up. Were they back at Middle-earth?

"What is this place?" Frodo asked, curious.

"The Four Lands," Han addressed him, as the ship flew below the atmosphere. There, Frodo could see from the cockpit window the land in ruins and grown over with trees, as well as moss and hanging vines. Han brought his attention to the present. "Not much to see, is there?"

"I would prefer my homeland, Middle-earth, but where I'm from there's ruins of the lost kingdom of Arnor," Frodo answered.

"Well, this isn't Middle-earth or Arnor," Han admitted.

"I know that," he said, his voice a little sharp. "I had hoped, by now, I would see my family, sooner rather than late."

"Well, you won't find them here," Han told him.

"Then why did you bring me here?" Frodo asked, concerned.

"I think that's an obvious question," he answered. The gentle-hobbit had a hard time believing him.

*.*.*

**Before I had Frodo and Ebony meet/reunite, but now I'm going to wait a little while before they do so. Thanks for reading. :) Until the next chapter…**


	4. 3: Journey to Stormhold

**Disclaimers:** All canon material from _The Lord of the Rings_ trilogy belongs to J.R.R. Tolkien. All other canon material belongs to their respected owners. I only own this story, its plot, and OCs and ICs that enter this story.

**Chapter Summary:** Upon arriving in Shady Vale, Frodo ends up facing trolls – maybe some orcs and goblins as well. However, the venture is cut short when he is knocked out. He awakens in an entirely different place. It wasn't what he had planned, but then is anything on this venture what he planned on happening?

*.*.*

I think I'm just writing right now for the sake of getting something down on paper. It's also helping me to get some things out as well. Just thought I'd say this first and foremost.

*.*.*

**3:**

**Journey to Stormhold**

Frodo sat in the chair behind the co-pilot's chair. He didn't want to abandon his post. There had to be a way to see his wife and daughter. He understood the situation. He just wished his wife would seek out the truth. He hoped she was well, and would listen to him. She'd done good deeds before. Surely, she could find the right path. She couldn't go on alone, not without his help and that of the Valar…

"We're here," Han said. Frodo looked up. Were they back at Middle-earth?

"What is this place?" Frodo asked, curious.

"The Four Lands," Han addressed him, as the ship flew below the atmosphere. There, Frodo could see from the cockpit window the land in ruins and grown over with trees, as well as moss and hanging vines. Han brought his attention to the present. "Not much to see, is there?"

"I would prefer my homeland, Middle-earth, but where I'm from there's ruins of the lost kingdom of Arnor," Frodo answered.

"Well, this isn't Middle-earth or Arnor," Han admitted.

"I know that," he said, his voice a little sharp. "I had hoped, by now, I would see my family, sooner rather than late."

"Well, you won't find them here," Han told him.

"Then why did you bring me here?" Frodo asked, concerned.

"I think that's an obvious question," he answered. The gentle-hobbit had a hard time believing him.

"I'm sure it is," Frodo inquired.

"Trust me, Frodo. I've seen a thing or two, about the Force and the Jedi. You'll catch on fast," Han replied, smiling.

"So have I," the gentle-hobbit pitched in, nearly interrupting Han. Still, he added, "So, where are we headed? Now that we're here…"

"Yes, we should be in Shady Vale in about… now," Han stopped the ship somewhere in the valley, away from prying eyes. Of course, there wasn't anything to see, beside tall grass and trees. The valley reminded Frodo too much of the Shire. Oh, how he missed being home. Frodo's thoughts returned to the present, thanks to Han standing up and moving away from the cockpit. "Come on, Frodo, Chewie."

"Haven't you forgotten to say something?" Frodo called, looking back at the smuggler and his Wookie companion. Not liking the idea of spelling out what he meant, he announced a moment later, "Please."

"You're welcome," Han answered. He gestured a hand forward, "Now come on."

"Shady Vale," Frodo repeated to himself. Maybe it wasn't so bad. Standing up, he followed Han and Chewie across the hallway and down the ramp. Taking in his surroundings, he approached the smuggler, asking promptly, "And why did we stop here?"

"There's who you should speak to," Han extended an index finger towards a thatched house. However, it was the boy with the blonde hair that he was pointing to. "Ask him about your wife. He'll tell you enough. You might find a portal to get to her."

"And my daughter?" Frodo faced him, concern in his eyes. "Or don't you know that part."

"That's up to you. Are you willing to take a leap of faith?" Han asked, curious.

"Yes," Frodo answered. Taking a deep breath, he charged across the field, straight for the blonde-haired boy. He called out to the boy, "Hullo." He stopped walking towards the boy the moment he heard the Millennium Falcon roar to life. Just as he turned around, the ship was leaving the atmosphere. As he guessed, Han and Chewie were already inside. Unsure how to handle the two pilots leaving him behind, he advanced towards the thatched house.

As he approached, Frodo waved towards the blonde-haired boy. However, he was surprised to see a girl with locks of black hair helping the boy around the house. Frodo greeted them at once, "Hullo! Hullo –" he was cut off, due to a guttural sound. He spun around in time, only to come face to face with tall men wearing miner's breathing masks. "No," he spoke aloud.

In a swift move, Frodo pulled out his sword Sting from its leather sheath. The sword glowed blue, signifying the approach of orcs or goblins. Wait… was he confronting orcs or goblins? Before he had the chance to act, to do something, he was smacked in the back of the head by something hard. Colors flew and spun across his vision, forcing him to drift off into the darkness… until he remembered nothing afterwards.

-.-.-

Frodo had no idea how long he had been asleep, or who tended to his head wound. For a moment, he watched the ceiling of the inside of a caravan, loaded with iron cages and small wooden bird cages. His head hurt too much for him to do anything, except watch the woman with fairly curly brown hair and brown eyes doing her work of healing him.

Was he still in Shady Vale? Or somewhere else? He didn't know which it was, but… his wife and daughter. How had he known he had a daughter? There was a memory he had of what happened, but it seemed so clear now:

_Frodo was in the hospital with Ebony, seeking a way to help her keep her daughter. The baby was in his care now, only he would have to… no. He couldn't do it alone, not without Ebony, but it was Ebony's choice, wasn't it?_

_Now she wanted her daughter. Now she cared._

"_Ebony, we're supposed to work together. To raise our child." He received no response from her. She was in pain. Calming down, he told her, "One day, you will accept that we have a family. It isn't about you or me. It's about our daughter."_

"_I'm not ready to be a mother," Ebony admitted, stifling tears._

"_Now you tell me." Frodo told her, calmly, "One day, you will understand. As your guide, I'm willing to help you get out of this mess. We will be reunited. This isn't the end for us, only the beginning. We will have a family. You understand?"_

_Ebony nodded several times. It seemed like she was learning her lesson. At least, Frodo hoped she was learning her lesson…_

That was how he remembered it. Frodo was sure Ebony remembered their promise, a promise he would make sure she didn't break, but keep. After all, their daughter was their child, and he wasn't… wait. Just where was he? He was pulled back down on the mattress by the woman, who told him:

"Lie still. You've been asleep for a while now."

"What happened? My daughter…"

"Shush! Your daughter's fine. She's a young woman and can take care of herself," the woman replied.

"Who are you?" Frodo asked, curtly.

"I am Una, the Queen Mother of Stormhold," the woman said in introduction. "My son Tristan is now the King of Stormhold. We're on our way to the castle now."

"How did I get here?" he asked, confused.

"Times are hard. You were pulled out of the wreckage when the ogres attacked Shady Vale. This caravan is our protection." Una admitted, "You should be safe here."

"I need to find my daughter, and my wife. Where…"

"Shhhh!" she shushed him a second time. "You need to rest. Your head…"

"Eh," Frodo grunted, feeling his head. It was throbbing. He hardly listened to Una, as she whispered in his ear:

"Go to sleep now. It's okay."

Frodo could feel the walls spinning around him. Soon there was nothing but darkness and drowned out thoughts…

*.*.*

_Chapter 4 Teaser:_

"Where are we?" Rose asked, quite confused.

"Oh, we're in the greatest part of the Fourth Kingdom. King Wendell's castle!" Bane said, inhaling a big breath. "The air is so quaint, but I smell dinner. Shall we go in?"

"Wait." Well, it worked, Rosemary thought. Good. Now to clear things up. "It's been a long night and we're not… acquaintances."

"But I'm giving you the adventure of a lifetime." Bane didn't understand. "Isn't that what you wanted from the start?"

"Who are you?" Rose asked, sharply.

"Bane. My name is Bane Lewis, the son of Wolf and Virginia Lewis." He really didn't understand. "Why is that the question of the day?"

"You're a wolf!" Now she was waking up.

"Half-wolf, but I won't hurt you. Trust me, Rosalina, you don't want to tangle with the wolfy side of me," Bane digressed.

"Please, send me home." She turned to the mirror, thinking quickly, "Will this take me home?"

"Don't touch that! That's very delicate in these parts. Do you remember what they say about mirrors?" He asked her, also thinking on his feet. He rushed over to the mirror before Rosemary could think twice about smashing it.

"What are you doing?" She asked, quite confused and cautious.

"The adventure's just begun," was all Bane had to say on the decision.

*.*.*

**I couldn't help it with the teaser for the next chapter. But I guess Bane and Rosemary cannot stop talking, which is fine. :) And with Frodo, a lot happened that he missed. And where he is, Stormhold is from the book and movie "Stardust". So yes, I'm wondering what Frodo will find in the kingdom of Stormhold. Thanks for reading. :) Until next time…**


End file.
